WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
To Robert Morss Lovett
ENDION COTTAGE,
LONG LAKE, N. Y.
[July, 1894.]
DEAR ROB:
Your letter reached me just as I was leaving Cambridge for this hole in the Adirondacks, when myself and my sister propose to sleep the summei away. It is a stunning place as far as natural beauty is concerned, but as yet not even a remotely adequate Comer has consented to panl through the blueness. Besides the deer and the bears there is nothing to commune with, and the single social resource is a hotel a mile up the lake where polypous New Yorkers vaguely swarm Accordingly there is no excuse for me if I do no1 do some good work in one line or another, but ] greet my opportunity listlessly, with an unlil lamp and an ungirt loin, and simply lie under the pine trees and cumber the earth in a state of outrageous content. I deeply commiserate you, if yoi propose to stay in that hell's kitchen all summei " dribbling biographical details and cheap criti cism." Your outlook on the teacher's missior does not seem pregnantly optimistic. I was glac
19ly,
